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	1. Grace I

Grace Burgess collapsed onto the squeaky bed and listened to the rain. She'd wanted to walk around, after being on a train for 3 hours, but the weather said otherwise. That, and the neighborhood.

She fought back tears as she stared at the crack in her ceiling. Her brother Colin's face flashed in her mind.

_I'm coming back for you. Tonight Gracie. I promise. _

The crack looked like a tree. She just blinked at it until her tears stopped and then she pushed herself upright.

Grace padded across the dirty carpet, to make tea. She glanced out the window at the street while waiting for her water to boil. Rain danced in the pot-holes that the road seemed to be made of.

After having a debacle with a cockroach in the kitchen of her dingy new flat, she fell in to bed and cried herself to sleep. She had nightmares about being chased.

Every single pair of eyes was on Grace Burgess as she stood inside the doorway of The Garrison. She almost gasped but managed to hold it in.

"Can I help you?"

She was startled at the sudden voice and dropped her resume. Her face turned bright pink as she grabbed the paper off the ground.

"Uh..yes, I'm here about the job as a barmaid?" Cautious brown eyes matched the curious voice, and she started to slowly walk towards them. Scattered talk picked back up again around the pub, and her heart-rate slowed. The man behind the bar was tall and had a friendly face. She set her pale hands on the scratched bar and smiled.

"Name's Harry, I run this place most of the time," he said as he shook Grace's outstretched hand. "But I hate to tell you, I don't think this job's for you, luv"

"Grace Burgess. And why not?"

"You're too pretty,"

"What? Please sir, I need a job. How bad can it be? I can hold my own-"

"You being pretty s'not the only reason. The answer's no luv, I'm sorry. Not hiring,"

Grace could sense he wasn't going to budge on this and her heart sank. She'd been looking for jobs all day with no luck, and this was her last shot. She needed this. She had nowhere else to go and she only had enough money to last her a week. She begrudgingly thanked Harry for his time and turned to go when a breaking glass and boom of laughter grabbed her attention.

Grace, startled, snapped her head towards the outburst and found herself staring into the most piercing pair of blue eyes she had even seen. She barely managed to hold in her gasp this time. Not knowing what to do, she just continued to stare, feeling paralyzed.

The man was sitting within a raucous group of men that paid her no mind. _Definitely related_, Grace thought. They were in a secluded booth and were all wearing nice suits, and joking loudly while they played cards. Only the blue-eyed man had noticed her. Her eyes took in his structured, almost angelic, face and his short black hair. The longer she looked into his eyes the colder her bones got. Something in her stirred. This man made her simultaneously feel as if she was in danger, but he was the only one who could fix it.

Grace snapped back to reality and realized the pub was quiet again. A room full of eyes loaded with anticipation were on her. She scrunched her face in annoyance and continued her turn out of the door. She was done with this place.

"Um, Ms. Burgess?" Said Harry, quite anxiously, she thought. He nodded his head towards the blue-eyed man.

Grace felt her Irish attitude flare. She wasn't the one that started the staring contest, and didn't need to be made fun of after a fruitless day.

"What?" she snapped, "I'm leaving, okay?"

"No, Ms. Burgess, I wouldn't do that," She could hear the cringe in Harry's voice.

"Well unless you're planning on giving me a job, Sir, I'm going to- "

"I asked you a question"

The deep smooth voice that boomed from the back of the pub ran a chill down her spine. No one made a sound. She wasn't sure if the people in the pub were even breathing. Or if she was. The man with the blue eyes was standing now, a smoke from his cigarette drifting across his face. He beckoned her over with his finger. She stared, unsure what to do. Her eyes fell back on Harry, who nodded his head towards the room where the men were sitting.

"It's alright. Why don't you come have a seat?" His voice remained hard but his eyes were softer now. Something in Grace quieted at the sound of his voice, and she felt drawn to him.

Grace felt eyes following her as she moved across the wooden floor, her heart pounding in her chest. _Get it together Burgess_, she told herself as her shaking legs carried her forward. His eyes were watching her every move, and she stared at the floor, placing her feet carefully. The last thing she needed right now was to fall.

8 long seconds later, she was standing in the doorway of the group's secluded booth. It smelled of tobacco, whiskey, and cologne. The room was better decorated than the rest of the pub, with red plush chairs and crystal ashtrays.

"I said, who are you looking for?"

His voice was like a velvet razor, and she felt like maybe it was that sound that had given her the urge to come back here, despite her fear. He was even more handsome up-close, and the thought of how nice it would be to trace his jawline flashed in her thoughts. Something about his presence made her feel on edge, like she was in danger. But for whatever reason, she just wanted to be closer to him. _What the fuck is happening_ she thought to herself.

"I...I'm not looking for anyone, Sir. I was dropping off a resume for the job as a barmaid. Ms. Grace Burgess."," Grace murmured.

"Fuckin' right," growled a voice to her left. A quick scan of the man revealed a mustache, bowtie, and a slight drunken sway. Same sway as her dad would get sometimes.

"Easy Arthur," quipped the man to her right, "No need to scare off a potential lay, am I right?"

Grace gave a quick (but unfortunately noticeable) shudder. She needed to get out of here. Now.

The devilish voice silenced their laughter, "Shut up. Both of you. Leave her alone. Arthur, don't you need a new bartender? You. Let's see that resume," _Did he just stand up for me?_

Grace's eyes widened and she practically threw the resume at him.

"Sir...I-"

"Mr. Thomas Shelby"

"Mr. Shelby…I'm qualified and I have references…please sir, I really need a job. I can work 7 days a week, any shift, I can-" Her fear was making her race over her words and she realized she probably sounded unbelievably desperate. _Well that's probably because you are, _she thought to herself.

She was silenced with the sound of muffled laughter from the other two men and she blushed. This was just all one big joke.

"You know what? It's fine. It's really fine. I'm going to look somewhere else for work. Thank you anyway. You can keep that resume,"

She turned on her heel sharply and heard the guffawing laughter behind her. Her tears were falling off of her chin by the time she reached the door to her flat.


	2. Tommy I

The bar looked sepia to me. Everything did since France. Either black and white, or shades of dirt.

John laughed. I almost smiled. I was glad he was laughing again. It had been a while. Like I'd get there anyway.

I tapped my fingers on the table. The thought of tomorrow loomed over me and I clenched my jaw. Kimber had a lot of men and I needed mine at their best. I exhaled smoke through my nose at Arthur's joke. Crude humor normally doesn't amuse me but it was the first original joke Arthur had told in a long time.

The pub door creaks, snapping me out of my thoughts. A little early for the 6 o'clock crowd. I turn my head. And I see her. I see color.

She's short, with a small frame. Her hair is the color of sand and tied up with a bright red ribbon, and even from here I can see how green her eyes are. The prettiest fuckin' colors I'd ever seen.

Something in me shifts. Smoke drifts out of my mouth as it hangs slightly open. The ghost of my mother's laugh echoes in my head. _What the fuck._

Her stance sends the word defensive flickering in the front of my thoughts. She scans the room quickly. Something you do when you're scared of somebody. Scared they'll appear. She drops her paper on the floor and I almost smile. Typical. Her emerald eyes find Harry and she cautiously steps towards him.

I can hear John and Arthur fucking with me but I ignore them. I can't take my eyes off of this creature. _What the fuck is this about? I don't have time for this._

Her face falls slowly as her conversation with Harry plays out. Frustration lies beneath her small features and she begins to turn to leave.

As she presses her hand to the door, John's stupid ass drops his pint and she snaps her head towards me. _Defensive, for sure. Quick too._

She stares back at me. Something in me stirs. Something warm. _What the fuck_. There's defeat on her face, and it goes beyond not getting a job as a barmaid at the Garrison pub, which she clearly knows nothing about anyway. It goes deeper than that. She looks scared. And not just of me. I get the sudden urge to be close to her. _No. I'm not doing this shit. It's lust, nothing more. Calm the fuck down. _

But before I know what the fuck I'm doing, I'm on my feet and asking her who she's looking for.

She just stares at me blankly. I can't read her. The bar falls silent as my question hangs over their heads.

As she flippantly turns to leave, Harry stops her. Trying to help her, I suppose. Precious.

"I asked you a question."

Those pretty fuckin' green eyes widen in shock as she looks at me. I beckon her over with my finger and she just stands there. _Jesus. What am I doing. Lusting after a fuckin' mute that I don't even know._

After an encouraging look from Harry she begins to walk towards me. She walks quietly and carefully, like she doesn't want to wake someone up. Confident though. My eyes scan her body while she's looking at the floor. Not bad. Not bad at all.

"I..I'm not looking for anyone, Sir. I was dropping off a resume for the job as a barmaid. Ms. Grace Burgess." Her voice was soft and quiet, her Irish accent made her voice almost musical. My hand twitched as I thought about brushing that curl off of her face.

"Fuckin' right," Arthur sneered. He looked her up and down and didn't attempt to hide it. I gritted my teeth in annoyance.

"Easy Arthur," John said, flicking his toothpick between his teeth, "No need to scare off a potential lay, am I right?"

Grace shuddered and blushed, and I felt a wave of anger at my brothers.

"Shut up. Both of you. Leave her alone. Arthur, don't you need a new bartender? You. Let's see that resume," I snapped and my brothers turned towards me in shock. Their mouths hung open as they looked back and forth between me and the shaking girl in front of me. I ignore them and take the resume she thrusts at me.

Her hands are pale and small and my eyes linger on them for too long. Her voice floats in one ear and out another, falling all over her own words. She's far too eager, and it sets me on edge. _What the fuck are you doing here little one?_

My brothers pick up on her enthusiasm that's out of place, and decide that they can't hold in their snickers anymore.

Grace's eyes narrow and flick between all of our faces, landing on mine. The rush of red to her cheeks gives me half an erection and I want to punch myself. The fear in her eyes is gone and has been replaced with anger, seemingly directed at me. I raise an eyebrow and hold in a smile. If only she knew who she was glaring at.

"You know what? It's fine. It's really fine. I'm going to look somewhere else for work. Thank you anyway. You can keep that resume," Her Irish accent is stronger now, almost making her hard to understand. She throws one more stabbing glance at me before storming out of the room. I watch the red ribbon in her hair bounce across the pub until she disappears through the doors.

"What the fuck was that for?" I sniped at them

They looked at each other before laughing all over again. I was getting sick of this. We had things to do.

"Jesus, Tommy. Didn't know you'd care so much. Love at first sight, eh?"

Arthur downed his whiskey, "You stay just the way you are Tommy. John, deal the fuckin' cards already."

John deals me into the game and I try not to think about the prettiest fucking colors I've ever seen.

We're leaving the bar later when I go to throw the resume out. Her face flashes in my mind and I feel that warmth again. _Oh, what the fuck is this_. Her kind face. The greenest eyes I'd ever seen, with her hair tied up in that little fucking ribbon. The look in her eyes had been so desperate. She was running from something. I hear my mother's laugh again. For seemingly the 100th time in the past hour, I think to myself, _what the fuck._

"Tommy…let's fuckin' go. Earlier we get there, more of a chance we have to surprise 'em," Arthur yells at me from outside the door.

"Fine," I say, "Go get John to bring the car to the house. Meet me there."

I follow after Arthur with the resume in my hand. I'm all the way up the street before I even notice that I'm rubbing it between my fingers.


	3. Grace II

_Bright. Why is it so bright? _

The bottle of wine Grace downed the night before, to celebrate her first (terrible) day in Small Heath, was back with a vengeance. The clock told her it was 10:00 in the morning and she groaned. She was never going to find a job by starting her day at 10 in the morning.

She stared into her fridge and it stared emptily back at her. After brushing her hair and getting dressed she grabbed her basket and stepped out into the smoky street.

Grace kept her eyes on the ground and she walked down the street, not wanting to see anyone from the pub. _Especially Mr. Shelby, _she thought. She turned red with the memory of the men. _Not much of a welcoming committee. _

She reached the market and started looking around. The people here looked sad and war-worn. She figured she probably did, too.

She was surprised to see a stand with herbs and spices. They were hard to find after the war. The smell of lavender pulled her over and she couldn't help but pick up a few satchels.

The girl behind the cash-box looked about her age, big green eyes that matched Grace's, and a short brown bob. She had a warm smile, and Grace liked her immediately.

"That'll be two shillings, luv" Her voice was light and Grace put the coins into her hand. The girl scanned Grace as she put her lavender into a small bag. "I've never seen you before. Are you new here?"

"Yeah, actually. I just moved here two days ago,"

"Oh good Lord," the girl snorted "Why on earth would you do that?"

"I threw a dart at a map," Grace winked, and the two girls laughed.

"Where are you from?"

The young girl's voice had changed. Something in it made Grace feel like she'd better answer her.

"Galway…I'm Grace." Grace was desperate to change the subject. She needed a friend, but not one that asked too many questions.

"I'm Ada Shelby, it's nice to meet you."

Shelby. _Fuck. _

"Christ, I'm guessing by the look on your face you've heard of us already. Don't worry luv. You'll blend in 'round here soon enough. Plus, I'm the best Shelby. Avoid my brothers like the plague. That's what they are anyway" She said with a giggle and an eye roll.

Grace was grateful that Ada didn't seem to care for details, and she didn't bring up her family again. The girls chatted for a few more minutes before some customers came in and ended their conversation, but not before they made quick plans to grab a drink later that evening. Ada had confessed that she needed a girl friend to hang out with, and Grace was so grateful. Maybe she had just gotten off on the wrong foot here.

She left the market with a spring in her step. Grace Rose Burgess was made of steel, and had come from worse. She had promised herself a clean start, and she refused to look at anything but the bright side.


	4. Tommy II

Today was a good day. The end to a good week.

Shelby Brothers Limited had expanded. And it was paying out. I'm getting closer.

The Garrison shared my energy. Music was blasting, everyone was here. Almost everyone.

John put out his cigarette as I lit a new one. I looked around at my family and felt at peace. Today was a good day. Michael and Isiah stumbled in and broke the cloud of smoke. They'd just come from a fight, and were spewing testosterone and loud victories. I didn't miss my youth.

My peace didn't last long. Grace and Ada bounced into the bar, all hair and silk and smiles. They'd been inseparable for a week now, and it was annoying. Grace looked happy. Not to mention already drunk. She and Ada must have gone somewhere else first. Something in me flared, I didn't like that.

Grace looked intoxicating. Her red dress hung from her in the most flattering way possible, and her red lips looked like a sin I would be more than happy to commit. I blinked slowly as I watched her. It was hard not to. Ada made a joke and Grace almost spit out her drink from laughing. Her laugh was melodic, and that fucking warmth came back.

A punch in my arm snapped me out of my trance.

"What the fuck?" I glared at John. They got so drunk so fucking quickly these days.

The boys were howling with laughter.

"What the fuck are you laughin' at Tommy?"

"What? I wasn't laughing. Jesus Christ, just go get us more drinks for fuck's sake,"

"Are you sure you don't wanna go? Maybe Grace'll make 'em for ya real special. Can her fuckin' laughter pour us drinks too?" Arthur cracked, and the boys started all over again.

"Just play the fucking hand" I growled.

I'd been like this all week. In any spare moment I had my thoughts went to her. I chased her red ribbon through the wind in my dreams. They were starting to feel more like nightmares. This was the fifth time I'd seen her now, and this feeling wasn't going away.

I watched her mindlessly play with her little earring as Ada animatedly told her a story. She felt my stare and gave me a small wave, her bracelets sliding down her arm as she raised it. I nodded at her and turned away. I was trying my hardest to be cold to her. Her gaze was hot on my face. _ No. I'm not staining the purest thing that's walked down these streets in fuckin' years. _

Ada had started bringing her home to dinner this past week, and I couldn't avoid seeing Grace. I was getting to know her. I didn't like it. Ada was foolish about these things sometimes. But Grace had stood her ground among the Peaky Blinders, which impressed me. She fended off Arthur with ease, John and Michael laughed at her jokes. She teased Scudboat and made him laugh, even made him blush once. I didn't like that either.

She was from Galway. 22 years old. Mom died young, dad stayed back in Galway on the farm. The only details we ever got out of her. I knew there was more. She underestimated me. I had men south of Galway, and they were to report back to me next week with whatever they found out about her.

It also seemed she knew about our business from Ada. I had yelled at Ada for that and Pol had chided me. But I knew I was right. Ada had no business telling this girl about our family. Grace had washed up in a place that she didn't belong, and Ada was wrong to befriend her and give her a reason to stay. I shut the door to the snug without looking in their direction again. But not before considering the fact that she knew about who I was, and she didn't seem to care.

It was late when the night began to wind down. We poured out of the snug into the mostly empty bar, calling out for one last round. Ada was sitting at the bar smoking, talking to Lizzie Stark.

I offered to get the drinks and walked up to Ada, who was incredibly drunk. I sighed at her and she stuck her tongue out at me. I gave her a slight smile while my eyes scanned the bar unconsciously.

"She left, just so you know" Lizzie slurred at me with a sneer on her face.

"Don't know what you're talkin' about," I retorted.

The girls burst out laughing and unsteadily rose to leave.

"Lizzie I'll meet you outside, wait for me!" Ada giggled, her hand on my arm to steady herself, "You just missed her, too, shame. Maybe you could finally say more than hello & goodbye to the poor girl. Grace is the first decent girl that's fancied you in years...maybe ever" She threw her head back and laughed before running out the door to Lizzie. I glanced over my shoulder at the boys. They were piss drunk and useless. I rolled my eyes and grabbed my coat. None of these girls should be walking home alone.

After making sure Ada was home safe, and when I was done not-so-subtly rejecting Lizzie outside her flat, I circled back around. Had Grace walked home by herself?

_Fuck. _

Just the fact that Grace was naïve enough to think she could walk home alone said enough. I knew where she lived, I was two blocks from her flat. I had no excuse not to check on her.

I turned on my heel and headed towards her flat. I felt connected to her, and something wasn't right.


	5. Grace III

Grace was drunk. Grace was very drunk.

She should have gone and slept at Ada's, but she wasn't feeling well and wanted her own bed.

Her cigarette hung from her lips as she clumsily looked in her clutch for matches.

She stumbled down the street, letting her hair down as she went. These pins gave her such a fuckin' headache.

"Missus?"

Grace yelped at the voice that came out of the alley to her left.

"Sorry blondie, didn't mean to scare ya" the man sneered at her. Grace curled her upper lip. He was dirty, and even drunker than she was.

Ignoring him completely, she picked up her pace and started searching for her keys. Halfway down the block she turned and realized the man was following her. It was also then that she also noticed that she was on the wrong street. Cursing at herself, she realized she was a block to the left of her flat. Thankfully she remembered the alley that cut behind her building and darted down it, praying the man behind her wasn't watching.

The man was no longer behind her, and she leaned against the wall of the alley to fix the strap of her heel. Naturally, she drunkenly made it worse and her heel fell in a puddle.

"Ugh what the fuck," she groaned, bending down to shake the water off her shoe.

"Nice heavy bag you got, luv."

Grace froze. The man from before was in front of her, between her and her apartment. Her eyes flicked to her door. She wasn't going to get past him. She heard her brother's voice in her head.

_Run, Gracie. Run. You can make it to Ada's. _

Grace turned to run. She could make it to Ada's. This man was drunker than she was. But she was still quite drunk, and in her fear she had forgotten all about her shoe. She didn't make it out of the alley before she fell and he was on her.

He smelled like her father. Too much alcohol. Sweat. Blood from fighting. Grace screamed as loud as she could before he cracked her head on the pavement to silence her.

The rain beating down on her brought her back to her senses. She laid there for a few seconds and gathered her bearings. She felt warm liquid running down the side of her head. Her hair was stuck to her face and her lip was throbbing. The moon was in the same place, so she couldn't have been unconscious for long. Fear seized her as she remembered the man. She pressed her hand between her legs. No pain. Her tights were in place. She gave a sigh of relief. He must have taken her bag and left. _Shit. _Her keys were in there. And some of her money. Which she was almost out of.

Grace began to cry. What the fuck was she doing here? Was this all life was ever going to be? Pain and suffering? She had never been dealt a great hand in life but her positivity always told her the good was coming. But she was tired of waiting for it.

She tried to push herself up and screamed in pain. Her wrist was definitely broken.

"Who's there?"

A deep voice boomed down the alley and Grace tensed. He had come back. He had come back and she was defenseless. She whimpered as quietly as possible as she scooted back into the dark of the alley. Maybe he wouldn't see her and would think she'd run off.

But the man that appeared under the light in the alley was not her attacker. It was Thomas Shelby.

"Grace?"

He looked bewildered, and it actually made her smile. Her smile dropped when he started walking towards her. He was the last person she wanted to see her like this, she was still embarrassed about the other day, not to mention he intimidated her immensely.

"Go away. I just fell I'm fine."

"You're not fine, don't lie to me. What the fuck happened to you?" He sounded angry. She winced at his harshness and continued to scoot back from him.

"I'm fucking fine, okay? I really don't need you to see this. I fell. I was just on my way upstairs, thank you,"

Grace pushed herself upright with her good wrist and slid her feet into her shoe, ignoring the strap, and started limping towards her door.

"Funny how when you fall your bag disappears,"

_Fuck. My keys. _

"I dropped it when I fell. I'll find it. I don't need your help. Have a good night Mr. Shelby,"

She kept walking forward, knowing damn well that her bag was not behind her. She could just sleep on the stairs. Or wake up her cranky landlord next door.

Grace limped into the light and Tommy could finally see the rest of her face. His face was like stone and his eyes were murderous as they took in her face. They landed on her lips. A chill ran down her spine and she shuddered. Her leg gave out and she suddenly she was tumbling towards the ground.

Hands under her arms caught her, her face a breath from the dirty alley ground. They pulled her upright, and before she knew it her face was inches from Thomas Shelby's.

In a moment that felt like an eternity they stared at each other. The blue in his eyes was warmer now, and he looked sad. So sad.

His arm circled her and held her weight against him. With his free hand he brushed the hair off of her forehead and cheeks. Grace's eyelids fluttered shut at the touch. His hands felt rough but they had the softest touch. He touched her like she was fine china. No one had ever touched her like this in her life.

Although she tried to stop it, her eyes filled with tears, and he stiffened.

"Am I hurting you?" his eyebrows were furrowed in concern.

"No, no, I-I'm sorry…I just…" the tears were still coming and she couldn't stop them. Some of them were because his hand was no longer on her face. He held her tighter as she buried her face in his chest and cried.

"Who did this to you Grace" He pulled her back to look at her. His eyes were hard again, and his hand was on the back of her neck now, holding her head steady. "Tell me. Now," He gave her head a little shake and she whimpered.

"I-I don't know I don't know! He was just a man. I feel like I've seen him before but I don't know where. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry," She was starting to feel light-headed, and Tommy was holding all of her weight now.

"Did he…" His voice growled in her ear, and she felt him clench the fabric of her dress in his fist.

"No, no. I'm sure," she blushed, and the rush of blood to her face made her wince.

He picked her up and carried her over to the steps where he set her down gently. Quickly taking his coat off, he wrapped her in it and picked her back up. He held her close as he headed out towards the street.

"Mr. Shel-"

He tensely smiled and glanced down at her.

"It's Tommy. And shush. I'm taking you to Ada and Pol and then the boys and I are going to go get your bag back. That's the end of it"

He shifted her weight so her head was in the crook of his neck as he carried her towards the house. His neck was smooth and smelled like aftershave and smoke. The motion of his walk was lulling her to sleep.

Tommy kicked the door until Polly swung it open, and he rushed Grace into the house.

"Jesus Tommy," Polly's voice was full of concern, "How bad is it? Who did this?"

Tommy ignored Polly's questions and gently spilled Grace onto the couch, leaving his coat wrapped around her. The mixture of the alcohol and events of the evening had taken their toll on her, and she was almost asleep. Tommy and Polly moved to the fireplace to speak but Grace could still hear them.

"I need you to take care of her while I go out with the boys,"

"Tom-"

"Pol, please." His voice was strained. "Just clean her up and keep her warm. Don't press her tonight. Just let her sleep"

"Fine," Polly sounded annoyed. "You boys be careful. Did he…?"

"She says he didn't."

"I'll make sure. Go. Be careful. Take both John and Arthur with you."

"I will. I'm off to London tomorrow. Keep her safe."

Lips on her forehead and a thumb tracing her cheekbone were the last things she felt before passing out. She dreamt about blowing smoke down empty hallways.

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX

_Gracie! Oi, Gracie!"_

_Grace looked up from the pool she was gazing into. Sunshine bathed her face as she gazed up towards the edge of the cliffs. _

_Waves crashing onto the shore drowned out his voice, but she knew it was her brother. Happiness swelled in her tummy._

"_Gracie! Hurry!"_

_Grace clamored over the rocks, her tiny bare feet expertly navigating her safe place. She could have done it with her eyes closed. She scaled down the jetty and ran over the sand towards the staircase up to land. Her blonde hair was wild behind her as she raced up the wooden steps. She raced over the top and jumped into her older brother's arms._

_He smelled different. _

"_I can't stay long Gracie. I need to tell you something." She giggled and raced away from him, dancing away from his grasp. _

_Colin Burgess, exasperated as he was, couldn't help but laugh as he chased after his little sister. She looked more like Ma than ever. _

_Catching up to her, he knelt down and gripped her shoulders. _

"_Gracie listen. I need you to listen to me. I know about Da. Mrs. O'Doole told me about the bruises she saw on you at lessons this week" _

_His red angry face scared her and she fiddled with her dress while avoiding his eyes. _

"_Listen to me Gracie. The cause is going well, okay? I'm a soldier now. A real soldier, for the fuckin' IRA, Gracie. We're about to be free of this shite Queen for good. I know this doesn't make sense but it's all good stuff, I swear it. I have money now. I'm coming back for you. Tonight. You're going to have to get used to moving a lot, but you can do this. I have a nice lady you're going to stay with for a while, okay?"_

_Grace's eyes filled up with tears and her lip trembled. _

"_What about Da?" She whispered. _

"_He'll survive. There are better people to take care of you, Gracie. He's not gonna fuckin' touch you again, right? I promise Gracie. I promise. You're made of steel. You're going to be okay. The good is coming."_

_Urgent voices calling Colin's name rang over the hill. _

"_I gotta go. I'll be back tonight, before midnight. I love you Gracie. Up the 'RA, yeah?" He pecked her forehead and ran off. _

_After Da's drunken snores were loud enough, Grace packed her things and went to wait by the living room window. She traced her name on the moisture covering the dirty window and thought about the seaweed she had seen this morning. Red and bubbly. She'd never seen that one before._

_Grace stared out the window all night. Colin never came. The sun came up. Upstairs, her father stirred. _


	6. Tommy III

Red. Redder than her ribbons. Redder than the blood dripping off her graceful jaw. Red like the feeling of the adrenaline pumping through my muscles. Her pain was red. It's all I saw. Her skin under my hand was enough to drive me to madness.

It didn't take much for John and Arthur to get angry. Thankfully they had gained a protective inclination towards Grace since Ada had begun bringing her over, and their anger pushed their drunken stupor to the side.

I adjusted my flat-cap and led my brothers down the street.

We didn't get back to the house until almost dawn. Shirts splattered with blood we quickly ducked upstairs into our rooms. I shut my door and leaned against it. I clenched my jaw as I thought of that bastard's disgusting hands on her soft pale face. Good thing he didn't need them anymore.

Grace Rose Burgess was sleeping a floor beneath me. I wanted to see her again, to touch her face again. So fuckin' soft. The memory of her scent made me feel drunk. Like roses, sunshine, and cigarettes. I snorted in disdain at myself. _What are you, fucking Shakespeare now? Jesus. You did what any man would do. Stay away from her. She deserves better than a man like you._

I stared at the ceiling and argued with myself. The sun came up while I was thinking about the way her lips looked when she was saying my name.


	7. Grace IV

12 days had passed since Thomas Shelby had most likely saved her life. 11 days since she had seen him. 7 days since she started working at the Garrison, thanks to Aunt Pol's blessing and Arthur's newfound brotherly affection for her. 5 days since her bruises had disappeared completely. 1 day since she had started living 3 doors down from the Shelby's.

_"__By order of the Peaky Blinders, AKA Tommy," John had said with an amused smile, "Best to just go quietly Grace. It's a better flat than that shithole you were in anyway."_

Grace didn't know what to think about all of this. People were looking at her differently since that night two weeks ago. She was grateful for the job, and the flat, but she felt like there was a catch coming.

The Peaky Blinders had assured her (with more than enough jokes) that it was because Tommy fancied her. She thought they were all mad. He hated her. She knew he did. He had just done what any good man would have done. Then he disappeared for two weeks to London. Remembering the hardness in his eyes made her cringe.

She had tried not to think about him. Really, she did. Grace had been working double shifts all week to try and distract herself from the thoughts of him.

It was late, and she told Harry to go home early. The last patron had left and she knew how to close up. She enjoyed the time to herself. Ada stayed at her flat almost every night now. The two had gotten unbelievably close, like sisters, and Grace was grateful. Nights had been hard since Tommy had left, although she didn't know why.

Grace tried to deny her feelings for Tommy. She wasn't ready to develop feelings for someone that wanted nothing to do with her. No matter how many people told her it wasn't true, she refused to believe it.

She dreamed of him at night. His arms encircling her, like they had in the alley. The smell of his cologne. The sound of him saying her name. She felt so connected to him, and silencing that connection was proving difficult.

She sighed and lit a cigarette before she started to clean up. She sang to herself as she washed glasses and swept.

A banging on the door jarred her from her thoughts, and she rolled her eyes in annoyance.

"We're closed! Come back tomorrow," she yelled at the door.

"Open the door, Grace."

Her heart stopped. That voice. _Tommy?_ He wasn't due back for another 2 days.

"Grace, open the door,"

"Coming, hold on,"

She reached up on her toes to slide the bolt out, and the door fell open. He slid through and shut it behind him before turning to face her.

He looked tired. He'd been fighting, too. His knuckles were cut and he had a nasty black eye. All she noticed was how much bluer it made his eyes look.

"You're back." Her voice caught slightly. He stepped closer to her.

"Yes…" He cleared his throat and gazed at her. There was almost no space between them now.

"Your eye…are you alright?" She spoke softly.

"I'm fine. It was worth it," He smirked.

"Tommy…listen…"

"How's your wrist?" Raising a finger slightly, he gestured at her wrapped wrist.

"Oh, it's okay. Not broken. It's healing quickly." She fiddled with the bandage and didn't meet his eyes, "Listen. I really appreciate what you did the other night. I'm sorry you had to see it."

"I'm not." His voice was husky and quiet now. They stood in silence for a moment, the rain pattering on the glass the only sound.

"Well, I just didn't want you to feel obligated" She muttered shyly. What happened was embarrassing and she felt weak standing in front of him. The memory of his hand brushing her face made her blood blossom under her cheeks

He blinked at her slowly. "Obligation?" His voice was like ice. She felt her stomach drop. What had she said?

He let out a hoarse laugh and walked into the bar.

"Get me a drink,"

She stood in the doorway with her mouth hanging open. _What the fuck was his problem? _

She huffed towards the bar and poured him his whiskey silently. Pushing it towards him, she kept her eyes on the glass and refused to look at him. She snapped back around and picked up the mug she had been cleaning.

"No" he ordered, "Come here and sit with me. Pour yourself a drink,"

"I have things to do Tommy,"

"Please sit with me."

The sudden softness in his voice surprised her, and she turned to him. He was leaning against the bar where she had left him, staring at her. Her stomach fluttered. No one had ever looked at her like he was right now. But he ran so hot and cold. Grace didn't understand. She wanted to ignore his request, but his voice made her need to sit down.

Giving him a nod, Grace poured herself a glass of wine and came from around the bar. He tilted his head towards a table and they set their glasses down.

Grace sat down gently. Tommy took out cigarettes for the two of them, lighting hers for her before sitting down and lighting his own.

His eyes were low & unfocused while he stared at something Grace couldn't see. There was a rugged look to his face that wasn't there two weeks ago, and something in her heart hurt. Raindrops rolled down his high cheekbones, slowing down when they hit the light stubble around his jaw. They sat in silence, smoke wafting between them.

"How was London?" she asked, hopefully.

Inhaling his cigarette, he shifted in his seat so he could look straight at her, "It was good. Business is good," Smoke followed the words out of his mouth and she couldn't help but stare. His eye was so badly swollen.

"Can I look at your eye?"

He blinked at her, unmoving.

"Thomas," She said sternly, "It doesn't look good, and it should at least be iced."

"Thomas?" He raised his eyebrows at her and upturned his lips slightly. _Sweet Jesus, that smirk. _

Grace rolled her eyes and couldn't hide her small smile as she stood up to get a clean rag and some hot water.

She closed the door to the Garrison's small supply closet and gathered a few rags and a bowl, attempting to calm her thoughts. She could not afford to get her hopes up right now. Leaving Small Heath on very short notice was something she needed to be able to do at all times. Getting attached to Thomas Shelby was never going to help that cause.

Tommy was behind the bar when she came back out, grabbing a bottle of rum. She could feel him watching her as he walked back towards the table where she was setting everything down.

"Don't do this because you feel…what was that word? Ah, right…obligated." His voice was low and smooth as his emphasis was placed on that last word, and Grace flashed him a look.

"I don't feel obligated," She said, dragging out the word, "I'm doing this because Aunt Pol did the same for me,"

"Aunt Pol? Thomas? You've gotten a lot more familiar in the two weeks I was away,"

"Maybe I have," She said, staring at him coldly. Conversing with him was starting to feel like a chess match that she was constantly losing. "Sit." She patted his chair.

Blinking at her slowly, he eased his body into the chair. His head was right next to her ribcage, his arm an inch from her hipbone.

"Thank you," she murmured, as she dabbed his cheekbone lightly with the cloth.

"For?"

"You know what for,"

Saying nothing, Tommy winced slightly as Grace pressed the cloth to his swollen temple gently. "Alright, that's enough," He pushed Grace's hand off of his cheekbone and stood upright.

"Thomas, I've just started!"

"Finish closing. I'll walk you back to the house and you can clean it there. Alright?"

"Tommy-"

"Do you really think I felt…obligated…to help you?"

Grace almost dropped the bowl of water she was holding. This is not a question she was expecting from his stoic personality.

"Grace, answer me," His voiced cracked slightly and she looked up. Stern as ever, but with a pain in his eyes, he gazed at her.

"I don't know," It came out like more of a whisper. She looked down and fiddled with her apron, "I thought you hated me. You look at me like you wish I never showed up here. I don't want you to think I thought anything special. I'm probably going to leave. I don't know. I don't know what I'm doing right now, I'm sorry. I don't need your help" Her eyes were welling up with tears. She felt like a stupid girl.

In three strides he was standing in front of her. She gasped and dropped her apron.

Ever so slowly, he raised his hands to her face and cupped it gently. Sliding one hand under her hair to the back of her neck, he tilted her head back and stood over her so close that she could see the even lighter blue specks in his eyes that she had never noticed before. The scent of his cologne and smoke overtook her. Deciding that it was the wine that was making her bold, she wrapped her arms around his waist and pulled him close to her. Her lips parted and she sighed as he brushed his nose against hers.

They stood like that for a minute, swaying back and forth gently. Time stood still as he brushed his lips against hers lightly, barely touching them. Grace's breath hitched in her throat, and she felt him smile against her lips.

"I'm tired of pretending to hate you," his lips spoke the words onto hers, and the whiskey on his breath made her head spin.

He released her slowly, leaving her swaying on her feet while he put his coat back on. She stared at him in stupidly in disbelief.

Smirking at her, he lit a cigarette and picked up the bottle of rum. "Come back to the house with me. Don't worry about closing. I'll let you play nurse."

"Thomas-"

"Hurry up, I'll wait outside" And with that he walked out and she saw his shadow lean against the side of the pub.

After locking up and leaving a note for Harry explain that she would finish cleaning when she came in tomorrow, she stepped out into the cold.

Tommy was leaning against a wall, watching the street carefully. "C'mon." He stepped away from the wall and she trailed after him. Slowing his pace so she could catch up, they walked slowly in silence to the Shelby's front door. He held the door open for her as she stepped past him, her arm brushing against his chest.

"Where is everybody?" she asked softly.

"Arthur is in London, John and the boys are drinking down in Greet. Guess everyone else is asleep," Clearing his throat, he set the rum on the table and pulled out a chair. Sighing as he ran his hand through his short undercut, she could see the stress on his face.

"You need to sleep"

"You need to fix me face."

She snorted. "Oh, do I? I'm quite confused as to what you want from me, and I-"

"Grace. Please. I promise. Next week, when things have calmed down, I want to tell you some things. But for right now, can you please just put your hands back on my face."

Grace looked at him, and attempted to process what he just said. He was leaned back in the chair with his coat off, hat on the table. His dark gray suit was her favorite, she had decided, and his blue shirt made his eyes even bluer. As if it were possible. He lit a cigarette, without taking his eyes off of hers as they stood in the kitchen in silence. He held out the pack to offer her one. Nodding, she took one out and stepped closer to him to meet the offered flame on the end of his matches.

"Right then. Do you have clean rags? I want to properly clean your knuckles too." Tommy pointed towards a cabinet and she silently gathered her supplies.

After pouring hot water into a basin, she got to work cleaning his face and his hands. She handled him gently, not wanting to hurt him any more than he already was. His eyes closed as her cool hands ran over his face, and he exhaled slowly.

"Grace. I need someone," It was Grace's eyes that closed now, "I know I've been cold to you. I'm not sure what you're doing here. For whatever reason, you washed up in a place you don't belong. But for my good fortune-"

"And perhaps mine." She cut him off, and gazed at him while she brushed his hair off of his forehead.

Without taking his eyes off of hers, he stood up and walked around his chair so he was standing right in front of her. Taking the rag out of her hand and setting it on the table, he pulled her close to him. One of his hands wrapped around her waist, and the other brushed against her face.

But this time it was Grace that brought her lips to his, and he pressed back against them gently. He held the back of her head and pulled her bottom lip into his mouth. She groaned and wrapped her arms around his neck as tight as she could. Picking her up, he set her on the table lightly. He leaned her back slightly as they kissed slowly under the table lamp. Grace could taste whiskey as his tongue softly traced hers. She couldn't tell how much time was passing.

Suddenly, the door burst open and a few of the Peaky Blinders spilled in. Grace tried to scamper off the table but Tommy held her tightly to him with one arm. Opening his mouth to tell the boys to fuck off, he was cut short by John's breathless voice.

"Fuck, sorry...Tommy…there's trouble. We need to get to Charlie's yard. Now."

Grace looked up at Tommy, her eyes wide with worry. He couldn't fight like this. She clutched his shirt and started to protest.

"Stay here. Don't leave, I don't want you on the streets alone. You understand me?" She gave him a quick nod, "Ada is out tonight. Stay in her room. Wear whatever you need to sleep in."

He brushed his lips to her forehead, unsnaked his arms from around her, grabbed his cap and stormed out the door. John gave her a wink before darting after him into the dark street. Grace sat on the table for God knows how long, breathing in the scent of the Shelby home, listening to the ticking clock and wondering what the fuck tonight meant to her plans.


End file.
